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Who to Pbilipp /heere conforted vs : 
This Morning are they fled away,and gone, 
And in theiiftecds,doRaucns,Crowes,and Kites 
Fly ore our hcads,and downward looke on vs 
As we were fickely prey ; their fhadowes feemc 
A Canopy moft fatall, vnder which 
Our Army lies, ready to giue vp the Ghoft, 

Cftfefa. Belccu^not fo. 

Cajfi. Ibutbelecueicpartly, 
For I am frefh of fpirit > and refolu'd 
To meete ail perils, very conftantly. 

Bru. Euen fo LuciHias. 

faffi- Now mod Noble Sr»/«f, 
The Gods to day ftand friendly, that we m3y 
Louersin peace, ieade on our dayes to age. 
But fince the affayrcs of men refts ftill incertaine, 
Lee s reafon with the w orft that may b,efall. 
If we do lofe this Battaile, then is this 
The very, laft time we fliall fpeakc together : 
What are you then determined to do i 

Bru. Euen by the rule of that Phiiofophy, 
By which I did blame £ato y for the death 
Which he. did giuehimfelfe, I know not how : 
But I do findc it Cowardly, and vile, 
For feare of what might fall, fo to prcuent 
The time of life, arming my felfe with patience, 
To ftay the prouidencc of lome high Powers, 
That gouerne ys below. 

Caffu Then, if weioofe this Battaile, 
You arc contented to be led in Triumph 
Thorowthcfircets of Rome. 

Bra. No Cajjiks ,no : 
Thinkc not thou Noble Romanc, 
That euer Brntus will go bound to Rome, 
He Scares coo great a minde. But this fame day 
Muftend chat worke, the Ides of March begun. 
And whether we fliall mecte againe, I know not : 
Therefore our eucrlafting farewell take : 
For eucr,and for euer, farewell Caffms^ 
If we do meete againe, why we (hall fmile ; 
If not, why then this parting was well made. 

Coffi. For euer,and for euer, farewell Brutus : 
If we do meete againe, wec'l fmile indcede ; 
If not, Vis true, this parting was well made. 

Bra. Why then leads on, O that a man might know 
The end of this dayes bufioefle, ere it come : 
But it iufficcth, that the day will end, 
And then the end is knowne. Come ho>3way. Exeunt. 

Alarum. Enter Brutm and MejfaU. 

"Bru. Rlde/idc Meffala, ride and giue thefe Billes 
Vnto the Eegions,6n the other fide. 

Lowd Alarum. 
Let them fet on at once : for I pcrcciue 
But cold demeanor in Oclauh's wing : 
And fodaine pufh giues them the ouerthrow : 
Ridc,ride TMcffala, let them all come downe. 

Alarums* Enter Caffim and Titmius. 
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Exeunt 


Cap. O looke TifM^y Jo °ke, tne Villaincsflye : 
My felfe havie co mine owne turn'd Enemy : 
This Enfigne hecre of mine was turning backe, 
I flew the Coward, and did take it from 'him. 

Tit in. O Coffins, Brutm put the word too early, 


Who hauing fome aduantage on Otlauins \ 
Tooke it too eagerly : his Soldiers fell to fpoyfc 
Whifft wcby^^areallinclos'd, ' 

Enter Ptndarw, 

Pind. Fly further off my Lord : Eye further off 
Mark Antony is in your Tents my Lord : 5 
Fly e therefore Noble Caffm y fly e farre off. 

Cajfi, This Hill is farre enough. Looke,!^ 7- . 
Arc thofc my Tents where I perceiue the fire? 

Tit. They arc, my Lord. 

Caffi. Tir^/Wjifthouloueft me ? 
Mount thou my horfe, and hide thy fpurrcs in hira 
Till he haue brought thee vp to yonder Troopes * 
And hecre againe, that I may reft aflor'd 
Whether yond Troopes,arc Friend or Enemy. 

Tit. I will be hcereagain^euen with a thought, f • 

Caffi. Go Pindarus, get higher on that hill ' 
My fight was euer thickc: regard Titinins^ * 
And tell me what thou not'ft about the Field. 
This day I breathed firft, Time is come round ' 
And where I did bcgin.there fhall I end, 
My life is run hiscompaffc. Sirra,what ncwes ? 

Pind.^Aboue. O my Lord. 

C*ffi. Whatnewes? 

Pind. Titiniwxs cnclofed round about 
With Horfemen, that make to him on the Spurre 
Yet he fpurres on. Now they are almoft on him : 
Now Titinius. Now fomc light; O he lights too. 
Hee's tane. Showt. 
And hearke, they fhout for ioy. 

Caffi. Come downe*, behold no more : 
O Coward that J am, to Hue fo long, 
To fee my belt Friend tane before my face. 

Enter Pindarm. 
Come hither firrah : In Parthia did I take theePrifoner, 
And then I fwore thee, failing of thy life, 
That whatfoeuer I did bid thee do. 
Thou fhould'ft attempt it. Come now,kecpe thine oath 
Now bca Free-man, and with this good Sword 
Thar ran through Cafars bowels, (earch this bofome, ' 
Stand not to aofwer ; Hcere, take thou the Hilts, 
And when my face is couer*d,as 'tis now, 

Guide thou the Sword C<cfar, thou art reueng'd, 

Euen with the Sword that kuTd thee. 

Pin. So, I am free, 
Ycc would not fo haue beene 
Durft I haue done my vj\\\.QCajfim y 
Farre from this Country Pindarm fliall run, 
Where neucr Roman fliall take note of him. 

£ nter Titinim and Mejfala. 

Meffa. It is but change, Titinius ; for OQouim 
Is ouerthrowne by Noble Brutus power, 
As Cajfius Legions are by Antony. 

Titin. Thefc tydings will well comfort Coffin. 

Trieffa. Where did you leaue him. 

Tttin. All difconfolate, 
With Pindarus his BondmaiijOn this Hill. 

Mejfa. Is not that he that lyes vpon the ground ? 

Titin. He lies not like the Liuing. Oroy heart! 

Mefa. Is not that hee? 

Tttin. No,this was he Meffala % 
But Caffm is no more. O fetting Sunne ; 
As in thy red Rayes thou doeft finke to night 5 
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in his red blood Cafsius day is fet. 
The Serine of Rome is fet. Our day is gone, 
rl wds,Dewcs,and Dangers come; our deeds arc done: 
tfftruft of my fucceffe hath done this deed . 

Mef** Miftruft of good fucceffe hath done this deed. 
OhatcfuU Error, Melancholies Childe : 
WhV do'ft thou fliew to the apt thoughts of men 
The things that are not ? O Error foone conceyu'd, 
rhou neucr com'ft vnto a happy byrth, 
But kil'ft M ot hcr that engendred thw. 
fit. What Pindar Where art thou Pindarm> 
jtfljft, Seeke him Tiii*i#ffihill\ I go to meet 
Xhc Noble Brutus, thi uliing this report 
Into his eares ; I may fay thrufting it : 
For piercing Steele, and Dans inuenomed, 
Shall be as welcome to the eares of Brutus, 
As tydings of this fight* 

fit. Hyc you Mefala, 
And I will feeke for Pindarus the while i 
yyby did'd thou fend me forth braue Cofsins ? 
Did I not meet thy Friends, and did not they 
put on my Browes this wreath of Vi&orie , 
And bid me giue it thee > Did'ftthou not heare their 
Alas, thou haft mifconflrucd cuery thing. (fliowts? 
But hold thee, take this Garland on thy Brow, 
Thy Brutus bid me giue it thee, and I 
Will do his bidding. 'Brutus y come apace, 
And fee how I regarded Caius Cafsius : 
Byyourleauc Gods: This is a Romans part, 
Come Cafsius Sword, and finde Titinius hart. 

Alarum. Enter r Brutus> Mejfala jong Cato i 
Strato y Volumnius y and Luciliius. 
Bw. Where, where Meffala, doth his body lyc ? 
Tdejfo. Loe yonder, and Tttinius mourning it. 

Titinius face is vp ward. 
Cato. Heisflaine. 

Bru. O Julius Czfar, thou art mighty yet, 
Thy Spirit walkcs abroad, and tumesour Swords 
In our ownc proper Entraiies. Lew Alarums. 

Cato. Braue Titinius, 
Looke where he haue nst crown'd dead Cafsius. 

Bru. Are yet two Romans liuing fuch as thefe? 
The laft of all the Romans, far thee well ; 
It is impoffible, that euer Rome 
Should breed thy fellow-Friends I owe mo teares 
To this dead man, then you fliall fee me pay. 
I (hall findc time, Cafsius : I fliall finde time. 
Come therefore, and to Tharfus fend his body, 
His Funerals fliall not be in ourCamne, 
Lcaftitdifcomfortvs. Luciliius com** 
And come yong C^f^,let vs to the Field, 
Ldio and Flauio fet our Battailes on : 
Tis three a clockc, and Romans yet ere night, 
We (hall try Fortune in a fecond fight* Exeunt. 

Alarum. Enter Brutus, Trteffala, Cato y Luciliius 'fi^ ' 
ondplamus. 

*Bru. Y<t Country-men : O yet, hold vp your heads. 

Cato. What Baftard doth not ? Who will go with me ? 
Iwillproclaimc my name about the Field. 
I am the Sonne of Marcus Cato 9 hoc. 
A Foe to Tyrants,and my Countries Friend. 
I arn the Sonne of Marcus Cato^hoc. 

Enter Souldiers< f and fight. 

And I am 'Brutus , Marcus Brutus g I, . 


Brutus my Countries Friend ; Know me for Brutus. 

Luc. O yong and Noble Cato, art thou downe ? 
Why now thou dyeft, as braucly as Titinius, 
And rxiay'ft be honoufd, being Cato's Sonne. 
Sold. Yecld, or thou dyeft. 
Luc. Onely I yceld tq dye : 
There is fo much, that thou wilt kill me ftraight : 
Kill Urutus, and be honour'd in his death. 
Scld. Wemuftnoc: a Noble Prifoner. 

Enter Antony. 
2. Sold. Roome hoe : tell Antony, Brutus is tane. 
1 .Sold. He tell thee ncwes.Heere comes thcGencrall, 
Brutus is tane, Brutus is tane my Lord. 
Ant. Where is hee? 
Luc. Safe Antony y Brutus is fafe enough : 
1 dare aflure thee, that no Enemy 
Shall euer take aliuc the Noble Brutus : 
The Gods.defend him from fo great a Ihame, - 
When yon do finde hiro,or aliuc,or dead. 
He will be found like Brutus , like himlelfe. 

Ant. This is not < 3rutus{v\end> but 1 aflure you, 
Aprizcnoleffein worth; kcepe this nun fafe, 
Giue him all kindneflc. I had rather haue 
Such men my Friends, then Enemies. Goon, 
And fee where Brutus be aliue or dead, 
A.nd bring vs word, vnto OftauiffsTent 


How euery thing is ch3ric'd. 


Exeunt. 


Enter 'Brutus , Dardmius, Clitus, Strata, 
and ZJolumniux. 
'Brut. Come poore remaincs of friends, reft on this 
Rocke, 

Clit. Statillim ftiew'd the Torc!ulight,but my Lord 
He came no t backe: he is or tane,or flaine. 

Trut. Sic thee downe, C//r*w flaying is the word, 
It is a deed in fafliton. Hearke thee, Clitns. 

Clit. What I,my Lord ? No,not for all the World, 

Brut. Peace then,no words. 

Clit. He rather kill my felfe. 

Brut. Hearke t\\zz,Dardaniw 0 

Dard. Shall I doe fuch a deed? 

Clit. ODardanius, 

Dard. O Clitus. 

Clit. What ill requeft did 'Brutus make to thee ? 

Dard. To kill him,£7/mr ; looke he meditates. 

Clit . Now is that Noble Veflell full of griefc, 
That it runnes oucr euen at his eyes. 

2?r/*MfCome hithcr,good Velumni m y X\& a word. 

Volume What fayes my Lord } 

'Brut. Why this, Volumnim : 
The Ghoft of Cafar hath appeared to me 
Two feuerall times by Night : at Sardis,once 5 
And this laft Night,here in Philippi fields : 
I know my houre is come. 

Volum. Not fo,my Lord. 

Brut. Nay,I am fure it is, Volnmnim. 
Thou fecft theWorld,ri>to»/w,howitgoes, 
Our Enemies haue beat vs to the Pit : Low Alarums 
It is more worthy,to leape in our felues, 
Then tarry till they pufli vs. Good Volumnim, 
Thou kno w*ft,that we two went to Schoole together : 
Euen for that our loue of old,I prcthee 
Hold thou my Sword Hilts,whileft I runne on it. 

Vol. That's not an Office for a friend,my Lord. 

Alarum Hill. 

Clit. FJv 


